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Derek Helsel 


The Ants 

The morning was warm and sunny as I shuffled toward the drive-around. My sandals scraped the cement sidewalk 
and my baggy pants dragged across the ground. I squinted against the bright light, so different from the near blackness of my 
cave-like room. The makeshift painting carrier I held bent in the soft breeze, crumpling the ugly chalk drawing inside. It was 
my last day of Art Summer School and I was out two hours early. 

I passed all the stone benches which I knew from experience would fry my behind if I sat down on them. I chose the 
one farthest from the office building, the one in a shade of a large oak tree. It was covered with old bird droppings, but then so 
were the others. I slipped off my backpack and sat down awkwardly. My shirt was too small and my posture was bad. I felt 
confined. There was no one in sight, but as always I had that paranoid feeling that I was being watched, and that all my 
actions were for its amusement. 

I opened my backpack and rooted around for the bag of M&Ms that I had brought from the snack machine. I tore off 
a corner of the thin paper and looked inside. A rainbow of colors greeted me, including the new blue ones. Those were my 
favorites. I began eating. The sun came out from behind the clouds and I could see the shadows of the tree all around me. 

A brown M&M slipped from my hand and feel into the red dust at my feet. I muttered an expletive and dug in the 
brown pouch for another one. I noticed that there was something on my bookbag. It was a huge black ant, scurrying around 
perilously close to the open zipper. Afraid it might go inside and spread germs all over my soda and Natural Born Killers 
videotape, I shook the bookbag hard to make the ant fall off. At the same time, a large flying insect dropped onto my painting 
holder. I kicked the blown M&M away from my feet to keep away anymore bugs and shook the ant onto the white surface of 
my painting holder. It started running toward the opening. Lest it run inside and wreck my good pencil drawing, I brought my 
black Teva down on top of it. It panicked and began running in circles, injured. I always feel guilty about insects dying a slow 
painful death from injury, so I crushed it completely. The red dirt clung to its spilled blood and covered it up. 

I felt something like regret, except too small to be guilt. It was unnecessary to kill it, I thought. It would just have 
run away. My attention was diverted briefly as a black-on-black convertible pulled into the drive. I started forward, then froze 
as it made a U-turn and sped away. I settled back to continue my wait for my sister and again dug into the bag of candy. I 
watched an ant discover my brown M&M. I’m sure if it could have screamed in delight, it would have. It was very small, and 
it looked like a black piece of dust dancing around in circles. A few of his comrades came over. One sat on top of the candy to 
guard it, while the other two ran off to tell the rest. Soon a trickle of ants began patrolling the area. I watched the scene with 
continuing interest, wondering if they would all come and pick it up together to carry it off, like they do in the cartoons. 

A movement to the right caught my eye. Another ant had found the large corpse of the giant ant and had begun 
dragging it off. I was amazed at its strength. It would have been like a six-year old dragging an elephant for twenty feet. A 
piece of the corpse broke off and the small ant carried that away. Meanwhile, thirty or so ants were swarming ail over the 
brown M&M, carrying off one miniscule piece of the candy shell at a time. Another ant found the carcass to my right and 
dragged it another inch or two, carrying it back to the nest as food. 

I watched this small world below me, moving like fight scenes in the black-and-white westerns, normal movements 
at a faster tempo. I looked at the corpse and knew that it would feed dozens of other ants. I looked at the pile of ants milling 
about the dropped M&M. My influences on this small scale world, so important for a brief moment in their lives, miracles 
from a supernatural force. Everything became very clear to me. The breeze shook the leaves and the shadows on my knee 
moved correspondingly. I stared at the tiny world at my feet. For the briefest of moments in my life, I felt like a god. 


Wendy Buffett 


Jennifer Martelle 


The Old Man and His Demons 


An evil storm has come: 

The thunder crackles 

The foul demons cackle 

The gates of Hades they are from. 
“Vengeance,” they spout, 

“Has finally appeared 

Like the insolent mortals have always feared.” 
From miles away you can hear them about. 
They kill for fun: 

They take out their game, 

Not for the fame, 

All but the one. 

Laughter leaves the old mage’s mouth, 

As he fulfills his frightful vow, 

The only way he knows how, 

As his minions move slowly south. 

“All who dishonored me 

Are about to pay the piper 

With punishment as sharp as the fangs of a viper,” 
He wails with glee. 

The damned run to join the sorcerer’s horde 
To carry out his will 

And he makes them viciously kill 

With claw or with sword. 

Their massacres are high in number; 

Blood flows like a river, 

The demons fight with an undying fervor, 
Many people are killed while still in slumber. 
Knee-deep in the dead, 

They kill some more 

Until their insatiable hunger for 

Carnage is fed. 

Their heresy is great indeed; 

There are macabre scenes in many places- 
Severed limbs, headless bodies, and jellied faces. 
It is impossible for them not to succeed. 
When the killing is done, 

Most of the demons go to rest, 


With exceptions of their best, 

Who go to capture the one. 

They have the wizard’s only true delight; 
As perfect as our Lord, 

Her beauty can not be ignored, 

For her he will truly fight. 

They return her to their master, 

Then his real wish came to be, 

And the necromancer lived happily 

Ever after. 


Andrew Dyer 


The Dark Love 


Upon a darkened night 

The flame of love was burning in my breast. 
And by the lantern bright, 

I fled my house while all in quiet rest. 


Shrouded by the night, 
And by the secret stair I quickly fled. 
A veil concealed by eyes, 
While all within lay quiet as the dead. 


Upon that misty night, 
In secrecy, beyond a mortal thought. 
Without a guiding light 
But that which burned so deeply in my breast. 


That fire led me on 

And shone more brightly than the rising sun, 
To where he waited still, 

In that place, where no one else could come. 


Dennis Cowardin 


Within my pounding heart 
Which kept itself entirely for him, 

He fell into a sleep 
Beneath the cedars, on my love I gazed. 


Sitting Around 


Outside the old house I sat with joy 

It reminded me of when I was a boy 

With the air and wind around, 

The chilly, cool snow touched the ground. 


From over the fortress walls, 
The wind would brush his hair against his brow. 
And with the smoothest hand, 


Among the sounds I heard that night 4 ’ 
Caressed every sense it would allow. 


A cricket is chirping with all his might 
As I sit, I think of my mother deep, 


—e I lost myself in him, 
Because I caught a bear kissing her cub to sleep. y 


And laid my face upon my lover’s breast. 
And care and grief grew dim, 


My heart is on the nature of the sounds : : ; 
As the morning mist gave way to light. 


And I think of my family, sitting around. 
The art of snow touching my face, Be 

hed Kevin Swartzlander 
Helps me know I am in the right place. 


Ben Martin 


Shadow Moon 


The silver shadow moon is high, 

It dims the stars and scatters light. 
The vast heavens, the speckled sky, 
Calms the earth and welcomes night. 
I sit beneath the great expanse, 

And wonder at the celestial dance. 
The ethereal wind wakes the trees, 
And gently stirs the silver leaves. 
The frost has bite, it halts my doze, 
And decorates the garden rose. 

A thousand crystals shine like glass, 
Crystals on the stirring grass. 

The night is come into full bloom, 
Shining under shadow moon. 


Marshall Peck 


Derek Helsel 
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The Miracle of the Weeping Statue 


Behold the miracle of that wondrous being, 
That glorious statue weeps. 
A single glistening tear rolls slowly down, 


The marble whiteness of her cheek gleaming in its lonely path. 


Why does she cry? Why must I mourn? 


Flash of light, roar of thunder 

One more tear before its over. 

A stone bastion of my expectations 
Encasing the freedom of my soul. 


Do you see me? Do you know me? 

For I am the miracle of the weeping statue, 
Forever realizing, never knowing. 

My heart yearns to share my secret. 

Will you listen? Would you care? 


Growing old before my time, 
Pollution etches away at my stony features. 
I am only what you want to see, 


The fine outlines of my figure blur in your mind’s eye. 
The continuous downpour washes away my memory. 


Do I see? Do I know myself? Do I care? 


I turn inward as a moth goes to a lantern 


And the light of my aura illuminates the pathway. 


Still my prison is my only solace, 
Its protection my only comfort. 
The light of my soul slips out 


And the miracle of another tear rolls down the cheek of the 


weeping statue. 


Wendi M. Wright 
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Hidden Treasures 


Leaves, beautiful and unique. 
Blown by the wind, they lie, 
nestled together, in the corners 
of an abandoned staircase. 
Littering the ground 

with their vibrant colors, 
they conceal some of nature’s 
most beautiful creations. 

A cool autumn breeze 

blows the leaves away 
revealing a single flower 
with a most luxurious color. 
The lone Morning Glory, 

a deep eggplant purple, 
creates the shape of a star 

in the violet-satin petals. 

The center of this star 

is a violet so light 

that it may sometimes 

be mistaken for white. 
Hidden in a patch 

of green clovers and grass 

is a single flower of pink 
once covered by a fallen leaf. 
Treasures of nature, 

hidden from our view, 

often go unnoticed 

by our naked eyes. 

A camera, 

held in one’s hands, 

can reveal these treasures 

for us to see and enjoy. 


Laura Williams 


The Elf and the Doormouse 


Under a toadstool crept a wee elf 
Out of the rain to shelter himself 


Under the toadstool, sound asleep, 
Sat a big doormouse all in a heap. 


Trembled the wee elf, frightened and yet 
Fearing to fly away lest he get wet. 


To the next shelter- maybe a mile! 
Suddenly the wee elf smiled a wee smile 


Tugged till the toadstool toppled in two 
Holding it over him, gaily he flew. 


Soon he was home, dry as could be, 
Soon woke the doormouse- “Good gracious me!” 


“Where is my toadstool?” Loud he lamented, 
-And that’s how umbrellas first were invented! 


Jennifer Lyon 


Jessica Smyth 


Rhyme and Reason 


I’m the rhyme sloper 

Divine mind interloper 

Catching supreme sights 

Blinding lights 

Stop the progress 

Why address 

Or retrogress from the stress 

I feel 

Sugars ill 

Until I taste the flavored dill 

Like the Vlassic 

Current never classic 

Here’s the question, ask it! 

Who’s my enemy? 

The opposite of my personality 

A foe who’s out to hamper me 

The disagreeable 

Actions and plans that aren’t feasible 
That drug dealer 

Or that so-called cap-peeler 
Boyfriend stealer 

Holistic line reeler 

Those looking for my person 
Females eager to usher the nurse in 
Disrespecting 

What I’m protecting 

Free throw shot missers 

Blatant ass kissers 

Slow foe hoe dismissers 

Or the cold cobra hissers 

Will you listen to the heart of another 
Even when your squabs and concerns smother 
The richness that want ever fade 
Consequently, even through no avail 
My desires have been played! 


Wanda McGill 


Getting Stronger e 


She sat against the tree, set among the rocks, 
with shadows cast among them. 

But where are you little girl? 

The sky is falling but no need to worry. 
Caught up in your fingertips, 

the world is just a spinning yo-yo. 

But don’t you hate it when the string gets all twisted? 
Yeah, she likes to be alone with her thoughts. 
The ones that make her smile so hard 

it hurts her cheeks 

and those who make her want to cry 

for things gone wrong in the past. 

But those mistakes that were made 

are the ones we learn the truth from. 

And yes, that is a good thing 

cause no one likes a liar. 

No, no one likes a liar. 

Hey! Hey! [’m rolling down a hill 

feeling all useless. 

Just do with me as you will. 

You tried to trash me 

but listen up little boy, 

tricks are for kids. 

Falling, crumbling stumbling off the edge. 
Only to you my selfish heart did pledge. Shelly Moore 
Now it’s all scratched up 

and ripped at the seams. 

That just shows irresponsibility. 


Monique Bermoy 
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sadomasochism 


maybe we can make a deal 
like, for instance, 
you'll hurt me and i’Il hurt you 
we'll be equals in every way 
being hurt doesn’t hurt me 
i love it 
life feels unnatural without pain 
maybe you can come to feel that way too 
just try once 
if you don’t like it 
we can change 
though it wouldn’t be the same 
but i understand like i always try to 
there is a first time for everything 
after all 


Virginia Sloop 


Monique Douglas 
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A Place Forgotten... 


Have you ever noticed how a fall day can clear your thoughts and purify your soul? I watch as one leaf falls 
gracefully into a pond joining others to form a blanket over the water rippling from the fall breeze, each leaf so different and 
so beautiful. I look to the ground to find the thick blanket has covered my shoes. I walk, admiring the gift that is surround- 
ing me. The leaves crunch at my every step as I realize I had forgotten the problems of the world or the petty things I once 
cared so much about. The only thought that stirs in my mind is how to enjoy the day, to take it inside of me before the harsh 
realities of life creep back in. I take in the scenery as well as the distinct smell of burning leaves that comes along with 
every burst of air. As I walk the path back to city life I hear the laughter of children raking enormous piles of leaves only to 
be destroyed by hurling their tiny bodies into the center. I stop and watch to bring back memories, I guess, the ones they are 
forming now. Looking back at the pond I see an old lady by the water’s edge testing her luck at fishing. I can only wonder 
what her thoughts are, for she speaks not a word. Realizing the time I walk down the path, the sunlight still shining through 
the trees casting shadows that dance with the wind... 


Erin Witte 
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power trip 


how does it feel? 
finally it’s my finger on the trigger 
waiting for you to make one single wrong move 
so i can put a nice little hole 
through your cold little heart 
your blood will stain the white walls this time 
instead of mine 
your eyes will shine confusion and fear 
instead of mine 
oh yes, i have you 
in the palm of my hand 
i see how this power appealed to you 
an addictive drug 
my finger with agonizing slowness 
squeezes the trigger 
i have become a monster 
like you, i realize 
but at least this monster 
will finally have found freedom 


Virginia Sloop 


Lee Deleo 
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Lyric Poem 


So much do I truly love this world, 

But never prove to her my honest feelings. 

As a lie to life I clinch my fist, 

And with systematic rage bite my lip. 

This earth asks why I seem angry, 

I give no answer but, “Leave me alone.” 

Like a rebellious child I curse my maker, 

For life to me, I want none. 

The cool breeze shifts my hair, 

But I pay no attention. 

Rain pitter-pats on the cold floor, 

My clothes become wet and I become sad. 
Glorious earth, giver of life, inventor of feelings, 
Make me a tree, or perhaps a stone. 

This mind given to me I hate, 

For it is why I worry, it is why I frown. 

O father nature ask her why I don’t fit, 

Because I do not understand a riddle I don’t get. 
Now the ground is rising up on me, 

What once was given is now being taken back. 
The green grass is at my chin, the overturned dirt at my feet. 
This world does not requite my love, 

For I am her evil. 


Chris Spain 


Untitled 


Lost in the churning waters of your love 
I start groping for the shore, 

And the sea of which I fight to be above 
is singeing my soul clean to the core. 


I long for your warm embrace 

that was once freely given, 

the sparkle of your eyes and glow of your face 
that make me realize why I’m living. 


Lost in my thoughts of you 

I notice my life is incomplete, 

I have within, feelings for you 

And I wish that our affections could once again meet. 


Even in the passing years 

through laughter and the pain of tears 

I will be remembered by you and you by me 

And that our love will remain as boundless as the sea. 


Jason Loy 


Andrew Kim 
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Wooden Staircase 


The wind whips by carrying each leaf further along in its 
journey. 


I can hear the water seeping slowly but — through the 
splintered cracks in the wood. 


I wonder why I am here, and where I’m going. 
The patches of sun caress my body with warmth. 
I fall deeper and deeper into the story of my soul. 
A spider creeps up the edge of my jeans. 

My mind wonders. 

The sun is blanketed by clouds. 


Chills shimmy up my spine. 


I hear my name echoing through my ears as I turn to respond, 


I notice the security of the world I just left. 


Katherine Kidd 


innocence 


you can’t have what should be mine 

i won’t let you steal it 

no matter how sweet and cajoling you are 
it’s all i have to distinguish myself 

from everyone else around 

it makes me happy 

to hear you say you wish for me to be happy 
and i trusted you 

let me close my eyes 

let me cover my ears 

let me lock myself away 

like a piece of china 

so i won’t be broken 

i won’t let you break me 

but you have 

and 1 couldn’t stop you or myself 

from wanting what you wanted to give 


Virginia Sloop 
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the little death 


shifting, undulating, thoughtfulness 
in a togetherness so real 
giving, taking divinity 
the purest, deepest gift to give 
following a rushing river 
to the mouth of the ocean 
slipping beneath the waves 
and the cold warmth of the current 
winding a pale rose ribbon 
down a spring maypole 
reveling in simple being 
and nothing more or less 
continuing in a crescendo 
to end in a final intensity 
releasing, finally, the climactic chord 
to echo in the subsequent silence 


Virginia Sloop 


The Dying Lover 


The lady that I now hold closely to my breast, 

Alas, she is my lover and so I fear her death. 

As her color drains through wounds I cannot close, 

The lifeblood of my lady, from deep within it flows, 
Through those grievous lesions, and through mine own two 
hands, 

To the soil whence we came, and to this cursed land. 

I paint the strands of long, dark hair with streaks and crimson 
ribbons, 

The life that flows from in her becomes her decoration. 
With reddened eyes and blood streaked cheeks, she dawns a 
scanty grin, 

And weakly strokes my arm with her soft, trembling hand. 
A single tear falls from my cheek into the quiet air, 

And glistens like a crystal as it falls into her hair. 

As I look into her eyes, I can see the faintest glimmer, 

Of the life and love she holds dearest, deep within her. 

I slowly brush her mouth as if to speak and yields the faintest 
whisper, 

But then it’s gone, the breath is snatched, the words are gone 
forever. 

She slowly sighs one final time, her life’s utmost breath, 

Her eyes drop closed at that fatal touch, the tainted touch of 
death. 

Acry goes up and fills the earth with the darkest, painful 
sorrow, 

As [abruptly realize that for me there’s no tomorrow. 

My mind clouds with anguish as I hold her in my arms, 

Her pale and broken body that has left me so forlorn. 


Marshall Peck 
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Amy Tritt 


pA! 


GRAFFITI 


The symphony of dreams voidelesstly echoes 
the song of the nocturnal hours. 


D<ath makes angels of us all, and ques us 
wings where we had shoulders, smooth as 


Va 
CQACE/2 & olaurs. 
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Dennis Cowardin 


Mother and Daughter: A Diamond is Forever 


You and I are unlike any other. 

You want me near. 

Sometimes I want you far, yet here when I need you. 
Maybe I ask too much from you. 

You want a friend. 

I want a friend. But my mother? 

Should you be my friend? 

There are times it seems we are an unlikely match. 
Oil and water. 

You try to be together. 

I want to be apart, independent. 

But, we are true friends. 

I realize I need you more than a friend. 

I need to hear the sounds of the morning news 
And pots clanging before sunrise. 

And I need to see the porchlight 

Always on no matter what the hour. 

You are there from morning ‘till night, 
From past to present, 

You have been my one solid rock... 

The diamond... 

And we are forever: mother and daughter. 
Through many tough times 

We held each other, strong together. 
Through the arguments 

Through the laughter. 

A river of tears, happy and sad. 

You help me grow 

As [help you. 

Back to back I may be taller 

But, I could never be stronger than 

The diamond... 

Forever: me and you. 


Katie McLeod 
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Lauren Coggins 


“The Creed of | 


Okay, so my teacher is making me write my own personal creed. Do I have a creed? I don’t know. The closest I’ve 
ever gotten to creeds are the Nicene Creed we say in church and the song “Creed” we played in band last year . I’ve never 
really thought of my own personal creed. Oh, well.. When life gives you lemons, make lemonade. 

Harper Lee taught me “It is a sin to kill a mockingbird... they don’t do one thing but sing their hearts out for us.” 
Innocent people should not suffer, because they have done nothing wrong . A few weeks ago, I almost lost my best friends 
forever. I had a party at my house. At this party , my four best friends took something that belonged to my Dad. My Dad 
asked me who did it; I told him. Now I am not allowed to have anymore parties for a long time. Think about it; I got in 
trouble for something that they did. That wasn’t the worst part though. They were mad at me because I told on them. Excuse 
me? Did I miss a turn somewhere? I was the innocent one- the only one who had a right to be angry. I was betrayed. I was the 
mockingbird. 

All people are entitled to three things: love, happiness, and the freedom to search for the meaning of life. No one has 
a right to take those away. If I ran the world, that’s the way things would always be. No more Oklahoma City bombings. No 
more Michael and Alex Smith. This is the serious stuff that I believe: 

* T believe that we are one planet- one people. We all bleed the same color. We are all trying to get to the same place. 

* T believe that people who commit crimes should be punished, regardless of their Heisman trophies, big bank accounts, or 
stars on the Hollywood Walk of Fame. 

*”T believe the children are our future, teach them well and let them lead the way, show them all the beauty they possess 
inside...”-Whitney Houston 

In all worlds, there are serious and not-so-serious things. Here are some not- so-serious things that I believe: 

* Teenagers, listen up. We are all in the same boat. I’m no better than you, and you’re no better than me. We have to stop 
fighting and killing each other. We are all worried about saying the wrong thing. We all have to write term papers. We all get 
pimples. We are all searching for our “ Mr. or Ms. Right”. We all get followed around in stores because the employees think 
we are going to steal something. We need to stick together. 

*] believe that having school spirit is important. In my world, hating your school and not dressing up during Homecoming 
Week would be a federal offense. 

*I believe that parents should have a heart- to- heart talk with their kids once a month [or more]. You may not think that your 
kids respect you, but they do. 

*] believe that all other adults should respect parents. They have the hardest job in the world. 

* T believe that not getting enough hugs can cause heart disease. 

* T believe that chocolate is good for your soul. 

*I believe that seafood, peas, and liver are hazardous to your health. 

* I believe that no amount of money can trade a warm, sunny day and a walk outside, talking to a really great guy. 

* T believe that high school is the greatest time in your life. You better enjoy it while you can. 

* T believe that it is a sin to kill a mockingbird- and our most precious resource, our children. 

Well, what do you know? I guess I do have a creed, after all. The next time you think about doing something stupid, 
like committing a crime or betraying your best friend, think about me and all the other mockingbirds out there you may hurt. 


Meredith Perry 
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Billy 


Loving, satisfying, sexy, brave 

Reginald McIntyre 

Dana, Daphne, basketball 

sad at times, happy during evenings, tired at night 

someone to love, cuddle, kiss on 

fears no evil, no sacrifices, no pain 

gives to the needed, any who need help, all my love 

would like to see Levincent McIntyre who died 2 years ago 


SEES Ooo NC 


McIntyre 


Billy McIntyre 


Lorene 


Inquisitive, decisive, understanding, impatient, 

Daughter of seemingly unconditionally forgiving parents, 
Lover of personal quiet time with Christ, 

Who needs encouragement, 

Who fears failure, 

Who offers fresh perspectives to old conflicts, 

Who would like to see the world wake up, and take responsi- 
bility with less blame, 

In whose heart will eternally reside the living sanctuary. 
Song 


Lorene Song 
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Emotional Soldier 


Fighting with every chance, 
Determined for my skills to enhance. 
Best in the world, 

And the youngest amongst us. 


Take me down, 

But not my spirit. 

My leather transports to your body, 
I’m sure you would hear it. 


Powerful in mind, body, and soul. 
No managers, Owners, or superiors. 
I’m in my own control. 


True fighter, 
A surviver in the fit. 


Life as a success. 


Put me as an Emotional Soldier, 
As my body laid to rest. 


Darrell Webb 


CITEGRENE 


ENERGETIC is a playful purple 

it sounds like school children on a playground. 

it tastes like fruitful jolly ranchers 

it smells like sweet raspberries and wild sunflowers. 
ENERGETIC feels like waves in the ocean crashing on my 
back. 


Sarah Tate 


Shelly Moore 


Voice of Reason 


When all the great poets and 
Songwriters and Miss Americas 
Stand up and tell the World, 
“There will be peace,” 

The World screams back at them 
With sirens and gunshots and 
Sarcastic labels: 

“Dreamer,” 

“Idealist.” 

Then, all those great poets and 
Songwriters and Miss Americas 
Should voice a story of history 
To prove the World wrong. 


If the World can be created in 

Seven days or a split second Bang, 
If a lone European dreamer can get 
East by going West, 

If one American man’s dream for unity 
Can lead a country to follow 

A vision new and unseen, 

If voices are still singing, 

If the World is still spinning, 

If hearts are still hoping and praying 
After all the wars and lies and 
Fighting, 

Then as gently and easily as 

Each can love his neighbor, 

Peace can happen. 


Then the poets and the 
Songwriters and the Miss Americas 
Are right. And the World 

Has proven itself wrong. 


Katie Payerle 


Riddle 


I was born in the earth 


Another Riddle 


I am an expression of your emotions 
I speak to your ears, yet I move your entire body 


Brought to the light for reasons unknown I linger in your mind 

Fires have made me pure, Your voice is my vehicle 

Hammers have made my shape. Sometimes I make you smile 

Stones have honed my effectiveness At others I evoke tears 

Men bore me with honor and pride I am a doorway to your soul 

Men see my struggle when I glisten in the sun. Iam the unifying language 

When I am in experienced hands I am quick and elegant Iam subtle, obnoxious, subdueing, and energetic 
When in clumsy hands I am large and unwieldy 

When my master is slain I return with him to my mother, the -I am Music 

earth. 


Diala Abbard 
Chris Walters 


Allen Nelson 


Michelle Cashio 
Thomas Williamson 


Spot 


My mom and dad said I could have a pet to call my own. 
However, now I must decide which pet I may bring home. 
“IT know! I know! I want a dog,” I cried with all my voice. 
My parents said I must defend the reason for my choice. 


A dog would fetch the paper and your slippers, Dad, at 
night. 
And if a burglar ever came it would sure put up a fight. 


And Mom, the dog would keep you trim, you could walk it 


everyday. 
You once again could be size 10 and whisk those pounds 
away. 


A bird would be lots of fun to teach and sing and whistle. 
As it flew around the room, we’d have to dodge its 
missiles. 

A golden hamster would be fine and so would a green 
frog, 

But there would not be a cage to clean if we owned a dog. 


Put a leash around a dog’s neck, he’ Il jump right for the 
door. 

Do the same with a kitty cat, she’ll flop onto the floor. 
And a cat will always bring us dead mice and rats and 
more. 

You never know what you’ll get when you open up the 
door. 


So those are all the reasons I would really like a dog. 
Not a bird, fish or hamster or a green and yellow frog. 
“Daughter, we do quite agree ‘cause we’ ve talked and 
talked a lot, 

So, open up this little box and say hello to Spot!” 


Tiffany Corbell 


Shoes 


Shoes we wear every day, 
Shoes we never take off. 

Shoes we wear for dancing, 
Shoes we wear for golf. 

Shoes which are blue, 

Shoes which are black. 

Shoes we have ordered, 

Shoes we’ ve picked off a rack. 
Shoes which are leather, 

Shoes with nylon laces. 

Shoes our mothers bought, 
Because we got braces. 

Shoes which are cheap, 
Perhaps you were broke. 

Shoes which you now wear at school, 
Make you the new joke. 

Shoes for running, 

Shoes for walking. 

Shoes with worn in soles, 

That look as though they are talking. 
Shoes we’ ve had, 

Many, many, years. 

Shoes which have felt coldness, 
Or perhaps a few tears. 

Shoes which were dirty, 

Shoes that smelled bad. 

Shoes that were “hip-hop,” 

Or, the new fad. 

Shoes in many colors, 

Shoes even red. 

Shoes that waited for the next day, 
At the foot of our beds. 


Cory Waleski 


Alison Given 
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The Whisper 


How can you hear the whispering winds or the 
butterflies content when your soul 

screams to be listened to and all you 

think of is tomorrow? 

The fields must be plowed before the harvests can 
be reaped, so then too the ox must bear 

the yoke. 

Same shall it be with the mind if it wishes to 
understand the truth of the words spoken and also 
the soul if it wishes to find first these spoken 
words of spiritualness. 

Small starts the faith and then it blossoms, but 
patience is the preeminent source for this 

growth as is the water 

for the crop. 

Listen and you hear only silence, speak with Him 
and you shall hear what was meant to be heard 
Confusing it is, but if it is willed, great 

dialogues will be held. 

Believe in yourself as the mustard seed, and you too 
will move mountains. Let the strength come to you, 
yet go out and get it. God helps those who 

help themselves. 

Patience is the preeminent source as is water for 
the crop, and just as water trickles down the 
streams, so faith will pour down to you. 


Jennifer Martelle 


ALONE 


I STAND AS AN ISLAND 
EVEN THOUGH SURROUNDED BY A MASS OF 
HUMANITY. 
ALL AROUND IS THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 
YET I STAND ALONE. 
I REACH OUT TO GRASP - TO TOUCH, 
BUT ALAS, NO ONE RETURNS THE GESTURE. 
AT HOME, IN MY REFUGE, I ASK, 
“WHAT’S WRONG WITH ME?” 
I LOOK IN THE MIRROR, 
AND THERE IS THE ANSWER. 
YOU ARE ALONE 
BECAUSE YOU DO NOT MEET THE 
STANDARD. 
YOU ARE NOT SLEEK AND SUPPLE, 
FORGET YOU HAVE PLENTY OF LOVE TO 
GIVE. 
YOU ARE NOT HANDSOME ENOUGH, 
FORGET YOU CARE DEEPLY. 
YOU ARE AWKWARD IN A CROWD, 
FORGET THAT ONE-ON-ONE YOU ARE A 
SMOOTH OPERATOR. 
WHEN ALL IS SAID AND DONE, 
YOU ARE NOT A KNIGHT IN SHINING ARMOR, 
NO MATTER HOW LOVING, GENTLE, CARING 
AND KIND YOU ARE. 
A LONELY ISLAND 
SURROUNDED BY SEEMINGLY UNCARING, 
SELFISH HUMANITY. 
MAYBE TOMORROW I[’LL TRY AGAIN, 
TRY TO GET A RESPONSE FROM SOMEONE. 


Anon-e-mous 
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Shelly Moore 


Eaten by the Birds Thunder and Rain 


Rugged green curtains hung from the ceiling Every so often in an area out of reach and beyond 
Gave me a spooky and eerie feeling. travel there is a special event that everyone goes to. Each 

I was alone, with no where to go. person gets dressed in white for the ball which is usually held 
At least I was away from the falling snow. every other full moon. The ball is held to celebrate and 
Coldness chilled me, all through the night, remember the lives of the new members to this special place. 
Mr. Jack Frost nip-nipping and bite! The host of the ball, who is not seen by any but felt 
With no hesitation I froze in a sec., and heard by all, rolls out a gray and sometimes dark carpet 
Birds landing on me, pick-pickity peck! for the people to dance on. Sometimes it is a slow dance 
Poor old me, they ate me for dinner. which causes peaceful water to fall to the earth. This is a very 
I was only fourteen, and just a beginner. special dance which doesn’t always last very long but is full of 
Was waiting for friends, fun was about to get started, meaning. Other times the inhabitants of this place get a little 
Those birds ate me up they’re mean and coldhearted. wild and dance and stomp madly. At this time is when heavy 
What will they think, when I’m not there at seven? and hard water is dumped on the earth and the stomping and 
Now I’m making my way up to a cloudy, white heaven. shaking of the floor can be heard by all. 

I'll tell you over, under, and through, These occurrences are known on earth as rain and 
Never wait for your friends in degrees below two. thunder. They are very important events above but respected 


by only a select few down below. 
Justin Tucker 


Ryan Spurgeon 


Derek Helsel 
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Some Questions 


I would wonder through the waking hours of the night 
or day; If everyone that comes across life’s path 
had some sort of purpose, and if so what is it? 


Will it be a righteous purpose, or a “I don’t care 
what I have to do to survive, even if it means 
taking someone’s life” kind of purpose? 


Are people born strong, or can they be molded into 
leaders of the next generation? 


Does everyone have a conscious, or is it that they 
ignore that pure inner voice of peace? 


Can we possibly be smarter than the limit that we 
place upon ourselves, or is it just a cover up so 
that we do not hear the word nerd behind the laughs 


ignorant people joke about? 


Why are some people weaker than the others, and if they 
feel themselves coming to a complete stop in life 

who will be there to help them, why must they give up 
and say I quit for good, and as a result they kill 
themselves because in their eyes that is the only 

answer to help them escape the demons that are 

harming them? 


Why must some people be less fortunate than the next man 
that does just as much as that poor soul? 


And can life get any better than this, I doubt it, but 
there is still such a person as the Supreme Being, God, 
who answers all prayers, and if the world should ever 
gain more respect and faith in God and His creations 
then we shall be saved from fate, and sure of hope. 


Tanikkia Tyson 


Julie Roberts 
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Ice Cream 


As a child, I was always jealous of my sister who was a year older than me and was allowed to do everything before 
I did. She began going to school before I could, which was so unfair because I was left home with nothing to do while she 
played at school. I would throw a fit as my sister walked out the door every morning towards this magnificent place known as 
school. Throughout her first year of school, she made sure to keep me informed of all the wonderful games and toys that I 
was missing. There was one particular event that she had told me about which inspired awe in my innocent little mind. She 
told me that at school, kids ate ice cream every day for lunch! Why was I deprived of such a luxury? I just couldn’t under- 
stand. 

A year passed, and I was finally old enough to go to school with my older sister. I was so excited when I woke up 
on the morning of my very first day. All that I could think about was the ice cream that I would be eating for lunch that day. 
What kinds of ice cream would I get to choose from? In my mind, I pictured an All You Can Eat Ice Cream Buffet, but I 
knew that was not realistic . . . or was it? 

I hurried to get ready for my first trip to school. I didn’t want to be late. My parents were so excited for me. They 
helped me get ready and made sure that I had everything. I had my brand new Smurf bookbag filled with pencils and paper. 
I made sure that I had money for the ice cream that I would be eating at lunch. Soon, I was in the car and on my way to 
school. 

Six hours later, my first day of school ended. My sister and I rode the bus home. I cried the whole way. Our street 
was very close to school and was one of the first stops, so we were home within ten minutes. When my mom saw me walk 
through the door into my house with tears rolling down my face, she became worried. She held me while tears ran down my 
cheeks. Mom repeatedly asked me what was wrong and all that I could reply was that it was the worst day of my life. About 
a half an hour later, I was still crying. At that point, Mom resorted to asking my big sister what had happened to make me so 
upset. 

Her answer was simple. “She couldn’t find the ice cream at lunch today.” 


Elizabeth Pritchett 
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On earth, we send our star-spawned wishes to the infinite sky, 
Wondering how it can be achieved; to relay one want to the light 
That fades in the giants dome, and what wish is just? 

What makes the evoked fancy of a thought evolve into truth? 
Urgency, by impulse, by virtue, by love, by fear, by grief. 

Not by the thief who swindles the crooked rose for the profit 

Of perfume but by the intensity of the poignant heart, 

With all its spirits secrets and collected follies crashing, 

That is blind to greed and never forks in dishonesty. 


To the light, white-gowned ladies we encircle for a smack of lips, 
Wish them glad reception, not that you, yourself, must joy receive. 
Out there, the shepherds, when sheep are lost, do not first wish that 
They return. Instead with dust and dew, bent under the fairy rings, 
They will the woolen beasts of burden safely from the elements. 
Now some savants dwelling in uncertainty wishes a wiser wisher 
Will make that wish for all of thee, boys and girls, match and fuse. 
So, go and catch a shooting star in fishing nets for solar use. 


Why dream, why entertain, why ponder the thought of maybe? 
I hope that it is mankind’s desire for an undespondent world 
Captured in the performance of dying rocks. 


As for myself, I wish that when my generation has its own 
Galactic descent, that the blazing stars will return to dance 
For new blazing creatures, that all future beings 

May endlessly seek the heavens blessings, as we have, 
With raving meteors possessing their eyes, 

And as they pray for an autonomy by these dreams 

They will yield their wishful passions. 


For hope is what allows our yearning ghosts to onward strive; 

Our falling star-spawned wishes may not vagrants be. 

And every passing object be, guided or unaware, destined somewhere 
Perhaps landing in the lap of tomorrow, 

Answering kindly the astronomer’s prayer. 


Ryan Small 


37 


Amanda Gant 


BIOGRAPHY 
MIKE KLEIN 


When asked what word best describes Mike Klein, 
classmates often reply with such phrases as “brown-noser” 
or “teacher’s pet,” but there is more to this tree than just 
cherries. An academically gifted student, Mike balances 
work, school, and chess competition with such ease that he 
can still find time to have fun. In fact, Mike is one of the 
friendliest guys that I have ever been privileged to know. 

Since the age of four, Mike has been playing chess 
at an intense level. This self-motivated chess prodigy has 
been competing in chess tournaments at the adult level since 
he was eight years old. His first major chess award was 
earned in 1987, when he was named State K-3 Champion; he 
then went on to win National K-3 Champion in 1988. In 
1996, Mike was the World Open Under 2250 Champion, and 
for the past five years, he has been the North Carolina State 
High School Champion. He is currently a member of the All 
American Chess Team, membership which he has held since 
the age of seven. Mike will miss his senior year prom to 
attend 1997 National Chess Championships , which he has a 
good chance at winning. His main short term goal is to 
qualify for the U.S. Junior Invitational Championship. This 
tournament takes the top ten nationally placed players under 
the age of twenty, and last year, Mike was the eighth alter- 
nate. Chess is more than just a hobby for Mike; it is a 
passion. 

Mike’s accomplishments are not limited to chess; he 
also excels in school. While maintaining a G.P.A. of 4.2, 
Mike is involved in many of South’s notable clubs. This year 
in DECA, he won district competition for advertising visual 
merchandising and placed first state-wide in the same 
category. He also currently serves as the District Vice 
President. Additionally, Mike is an active member of BETA 
club and Vice President in Civitan. With all of his activities 
and awards, it is no wonder that he was accepted at the 
University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, where he will be 
studying in the fall. While attending Carolina, Mike plans to 
pursue his lifelong dream of becoming a writer for a maga- 


zine and continuing to play chess. 

Since Mike is mostly known for his achievements, 
people often overlook the kid behind the impressive tran- 
script. As most high school guys, Mike shows interest in 
areas other than school. He enjoys listening to “R.E.M.” and 
“A Tribe Called Quest,” which are two of his favorite bands, 
fantasizing about his dream woman, Teri Hatcher, and 
following his favorite baseball team, the Atlanta Braves. 
Mike is a herbivore, a decision that has nothing to do with 
politics, and his favorite food is the black-bean taco. 

Besides playing a mean game of chess, a talent that 
enabled him to pay for the down payment on his RX7, Mike 
exceeds the maximum capacity for storage of trivia facts. As 
one of the most approachable students on campus, he would 
probably have the answer to any of your questions. With his 
positive attitude and witty humor, Mike’s future success in 
life is almost guaranteed. 


Sarah Martelle 


Amanda Gant 
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Rush Hour 
by Katie Payerle 


Rush Hour is a play { wrote as a class project. It is about five people who are held hostage in a radio-station lobby. The 
captor is Freida, the psycho ex-girlfriend of Jim, another one of the characters. The following excerpt is from the very 
beginning of the play. 


Time: A time when the mentioned security is possible. 

Place: The lobby of WSMQ oldies radio station 

Scene: Sam is in the broadcast room announcing. There is a lobby with a few chairs, a small reception desk, and a tele- 
phone. Karen and Ben are seated in the lobby. Karen appears impatient. Ben is playing with a small toy guitar. 


SAM: This is Sam Casey on WSMQ and we’re startin’ up another 15 hits in a row for you on Big 15 Tuesday. {Song starts. 
“Help,” from the Beatles “Help” album. Music fades and plays softly as she exits the broadcast room and is confronted by 
Karen. } 


KAREN: Excuse me, ma’am. Is there a receptionist? 

SAM: {Cross to desk, looks over it, under it, around it, etc.} No. 

KAREN: No need to be rude, but since you are, I’ll speak with you instead. 
SAM: Pardon? 


KAREN: {Almost rehearsed-sounding and absurdly serious.} My name is Karen Remler. Earlier this afternoon, your 
station played a commercial which said some very negative things about school. {She is getting slightly angrier with every 
line.} In fact, the announcer actually implied that students may not want to be at school. As if school is something negative 
in their lives. Now, I'll have you know that my son, Ben was listening to the radio when that commercial was aired. {Sam is 
trying to geta word in. Ben is still playing, oblivious.} Now there is no need for your station to give these kids negative 
ideas about school when they get it from their peers every day. 


SAM: {Finally getting to speak} If you mean the shampoo commercial {trying to explain} They aren’t saying school is bad, 
they are just ... mentioning how little time kids have in the morning 
and-- 


KAREN: {/ndignant} I was NOT talking about some shampoo commercial! But the fact that there are two of them scares 
me a bit. No, more than a bit { There is the sound of a car crashing outside. The sound is obvious to the audience and Sam, 
but Karen barely pauses and keeps on going.} In fact, it bothers me a lot because you as the media have a tremendous 
influence on the youth of today. You have thousands of listeners and all of them should respect education. And they all 
would if stations like yours wouldn’t play such terrible, shameless commercials. 
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CANDY: {These lines overlap some of Karen’s. Candy enters and begins speaking at “all of them should respect...” She is 
an elderly lady. She moves slowly but with conviction.} Damn that lamp post. What do these people in the City council 
think they are doing, using my tax money to put up those senseless lamp posts so that I can run into them. Lamp posts all over 
the city. Costing me money. I just don’t have the time. 

{ Karen is a bit distracted and Candy comes up to Karen and Sam and says loudly} 

Do you have a phone? 

KAREN: {She is annoyed by this interruption and the stupidity of the question} Of course they have a phone. { 7o Sam, 
continuing} Your thousands of listeners have kids. Probably two or three each. You do the math. That makes two thousand 
kids that... 

CANDY: Well, where is it? 

SAM: {7o Candy} Sorry, where is what? 

KAREN: {To Candy} Are you still looking for a telephone? 


CANDY: Now what are you saying? I have trouble with my hearing on occasion. And while you’ re at it, could you tell me 
where a phone is? 


KAREN: Never mind. 

CANDY: Didn’t your mother teach you to speak up? 

KAREN: {Screaming.} NEVER MIND! 

SAM: { He wants very badly to go home.} Excuse me, ma’am the phone is over there on that desk. 

CANDY: WHAT? 

SAM: On that--{ seeing it is useless, SAM takes her to the desk and hands her the receiver. Candy dials} 

CANDY: Hello... yes...My name is Candace Solfenseeschmitzen and....Solfenseeschmitzen and I....no, young man, and I 
don’t appreciate that tone of voice. It is Sol...Fen...oh, yes, well, I need to talk to someone who can move my car... What? 
What’s What?... Wrong?... A lamp post... I don’t know, some city official with my tax dollars...{ Car crash outside} No...1 


don’t... What? 


JIM: {Running in, frantic} Someone help me! Please help! I’m in trouble! 
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CANDY: {Jnto the phone} Yeah, well, a lamp post just ran into my car! 
JIM: {Calming down} Aw, man. That was your car? 

CANDY: {To Jim} What? {Into the phone} WHAT? 

{Sam is unable to take this tension and Karen takes action} 


KAREN: {Grabs the phone from Candy} She drove her car into a lamp post. We’re at WSMQ Radio station on the corner 
of Third and Sanderson. PLEASE send someone to help this woman.... Thank you. {She obviously has a second meaning 
behind “Please send...”} {Hangs up} 


CANDY: {Angry about having the phone grabbed} Young lady, I’m sure you were taught better manners than that. And 
furthermore, I did not drive my car into the lamp post, I have been driving for fifty years. That lamp post has only been there 
for three. If anything is at fault, it is the younger and therefore less experienced lamp post. I have never so much as gotten a 
speeding ticket, do you want to see my license? 


SAM: Please, it has been a long day for all of us, okay. {7o Jim} Um-- can I help you with something? 


JIM: {Remembering he is hysterical} Yes. I was driving up Third street trying to get away form my girlfriend-- well, my 
ex-girlfriend, Freida, and I guess I was speeding, but I hit a car just outside the radio station. I guess it was hers {points 
finger at Candy} because a lamp post was sticking out of it. 


CANDY: {Realizing Jim is pointing at her, but hasn't heard a word of the conversation} 
Young man, it’s not nice to point--but since you did, what do you want? It better be important. 


JIM: {Almost yelling, but too polite} Nothing, {Car crash outside} I'm sorry I ran into your car, but my ex-girlfriend, 
Freida--- 
{At that moment Freida comes in holding her keys as if they were a weapon} 


FREIDA: I knew you were talking about me. {hysterical}. My ears were burning! I wanted to drop it. To leave it alone, to 
get you out of my life forever, and you just can’t stop saying my name. I never want to hear from you again. I bet you say it 
in your sleep, over and over. You’re obsessed, Jim. You just can’t let go. {Jim is rolling his eyes. He has heard this speech a 
million times.} So that’s why I have to kill you. { Then, realizes she is only holding car keys, pauses, pulls a knife out of her 
pocket. Other characters are looking at Freida in disbelief, except Ben, who is oblivious.} 
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BEN: Mommy, I wrote a song. Listen. { He begins to play his guitar, badly} 
KAREN: I’m sure it’s beautiful, honey, {through clenched teeth} but now is not the time or the place. 
BEN: {Looks up, vaguely speaking} Mommy, is that lady going to kill us ? 


KAREN: Ben, Hush. {Laughs nervously} He didn’t mean that--Freida, is it? He has watched too many movies, and you 
know those movies never make any sense... 


CANDY: Excuse me, ma’am. {without fear} Are you going to kill us, because, if not, 1am a very busy person and I have a 
car that needs towing. And a lamp post ordinance that needs to be protested. 


KAREN: {/ncidentally} You’ ve found that there are too many lamp posts in this city, too? When you go down town, you 
be sure that you tell them that according to the latest News Month poll, 58% of drunk driving accidents would have been 
avoided if there wasn’t a lamp post in the way. I don’t want my tax dollars supporting the city’s whim to put up another street 
light every couple of blocks... 


FREIDA: {Scared of losing her status as the center of attention} Excuse me, if you all can’t be quiet, Ill um, have to make 
you my hostages. 


JIM: What? Frieda, you’re being ridiculous. This is between you and me. Leave them out of it. 
{Sam, sick of this whole thing, goes to check on the music.} 
FREIDA: Where are you going? 


SAM: {As calmly as possible} 'm going to check to make sure there is still music playing. If there is dead air time, people 
will get suspicious. 


FREIDA: Good thinking. I’m going with you. {To the crowd in the lobby} Don’t move or else. { Freida goes with Sam 
to broadcast room and lights go down on them.} 


While in the booth changing music, Freida hits a button that locks all doors and windows in the building. After the scene, the 
characters talk to each other about their lives and situations. Freida tells the group that she is chasing Jim to get back at him 
for hurting her, but Jim insists that they broke up six months ago and Freida has no reason to be upset. While Freida is telling 
her story about Jim, Ben has been told by Karen to leave the room in case the story is offensive. In the meantime, Candace 
has discovered Ben’s guitar and wants to play on the radio. As Candace goes to play, Ben re-enters and we find that he has 
spoken with the police. At the end of the play, everyone has forgiven Freida and are waiting to be released. 
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Greg Weston 
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